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September 12, 20l, New York City 


I'm feeling every bit of my age. My neck is acting up. Anybody else would have cancelled their performance. 
But | couldn't. Not with those guys around. It would have been one more thing to use against me. | ached from 
my toes to the roots of my hair. | turn fifty tomorrow. If you would have asked me thirty years ago what 
fifty would look like, | would have laughed, chugged another beer, and burped in your face. 


But here | am. | made it. | made it through my best and only friends at the time turning their backs on me. | 
made it through the lean, drug-addled years when my new best friend and | panhandled for money. | made it 
through the rise to the top and the subsequent, inevitable fall. | made it through that best friend stabbing me 
in the back and breaking my heart. | made it through rebuilding the band, brick by brick, back to what it is 
today. | made it through that best friend returning and rebuilding that relationship. 


| was glad to have David back, regardless of what other people say. Yes, we fell apart in a huge, bitter, very 
public way. Yes, it broke my heart. And yes, | now recognize my part in it all. David's not evil, not selfish, not 
spineless. David was honest when | wasn't. He's a good man and though we are not the dynamic duo like we 


used to be, he's still a valuable member of my family and this band. And he and | will share a bond and share 


secrets that we promised to take with us to the grave. 

My room number was T14. | traded with Fred and got 113. | wanted the thirteen and this side of the building 
had a better view of the city. Fred got stuck with a view of the back alley. Pulling the curtains aside, | stood 
and gazed out that window for a long time, entertaining different memories. Those couple weeks way back in 
the beginning that David and | spend here. Maybe it was cabin fever. Maybe it was the drugs and drink Maybe 
it was truly love. But it was probably a combination of the three. 


He always had the best sense of timing. Just as | used a hand to sweep the curtains aside, David used a gentle 
hand to sweep my hair to one side. 


"What are you thinking about, standing here by yourself?" 
"Everything." 


"As usual." He laughed gently and pressed a kiss to the bare skin of my neck. "Still feels tight. Why don't | get 


you in a warm shower and then put you to bed? Its going to be a long day tomorrow." 
His fingers worked tenderly over my neck as he spoke. 

‘lm turning fifty tomorrow." 

"| know." 

"When did | get so old, Junior?" 

"You're not old Not yet" 


"| feel old" | complained as he slid a hand into mine and tugged me behind him. Inside the hotel's large 


bathroom, | stood and watched him as he moved around me, gathering our toiletries. 
"Why did you come back?" 


He paused only long enough to give me a strange look. David didn't answer my question but, instead, began 
undressing. 


"Stubbornly, | pressed on. "You've never talked about it to me. Tell me why you came back, Junior.” 
It was the right time." He shrugged. 
"No, that's a bullshit, press reason. This is you and me, David. Please tell me." 


He stood before me, completely naked. His hands hung at his sides, making no attempt to cover himself or hide 


in any way. "Because | need you." 

"You do?" 

"Of course | do, Dave." 

If he could do it, so could |. "I need you, too." 
He smiled and said, "I know." 


Gently, he undressed me and then ushered me into the shower. The water was hot and it felt good as beat 
against my weary muscles. David ran his hands through my wet hair and then ran shampoo through it, 
scrubbing my scalp with his fingers, lathering up my long, thick hair. After that, he worked conditioner through 
it all, right down to the very ends that tended to dry out and split. Again, his fingers massaged my scalp 


making me purr and moan. 
"You're too fucking good to me." 
"| know." 


After he rinsed the conditioner out of my hair, | watched him quickly wash his own and run a bar of soap 
over his body. David's body. | remember every square inch of that body. | remember the first time he let me 
touch it in 1185. Those thighs were so solid and taut, the skin so smooth. | remember the last time | touched 
him in 2001. We were both angry with each other. | didn't touch him the way a lover should. And | remember 
touching David again just last year. It wasn't immediate like you'd expect. We were both still angry, sad, 
confused. | wasn't sure he wanted to be my lover again. He wasn't sure | wanted to be his. But it's what | want 
and need more than anything in the world; to be his. 


Wrapped up in the hotel's thick, white robe, David set me on the edge of the bed He sat behind me and worked 


through my hair some oils. 

"What is that? It smells." | complained. 

‘It's rosemary oil. I's good for dry hair. Now, sit still" 

He ran a brush through my damp hair before turning the dryer on low. Slowly, David used his fingers to comb 
through my hair as he dried it. It felt good, very calming and relaxing. His fingers pulled through some knots 
and the heat from the dryer soothed my neck. | closed my eyes and slowly tilted my head back. 


Feels really good. You're so good at this, Junior.” 


"I really like playing with your hair. lm glad you grew it longer." 


My fingers untied the sash of the robe and | shrugged out of it, giving him my bare shoulders. Immediately, | 
felt his lips against my right one, moving toward my spine, dotting along my neck. 


"How does it feel now?" 
"Still aches. Hard to move." 


"Are you sure you want to play this show, Dave? | don't want you to cause permanent damage. It's not worth 


it” 

"The damage is already permanent.” 

He sighed but | felt his fingers tighten around the back of my neck and start kneading and rubbing it. His other 
hand pulled the robe further down until | wriggled completely out of it. He gathered my hair and moved it to 
the front of my shoulder. Both hands now worked at my neck and shoulders, easing the knotted muscles and 
the aches and pains. 

"You're so good at that. Thank you." 

"Remember when | used to braid your hair for you?" 


"Mmm." 


"Remember when you used to sit on the floor between my knees and let me wrap it around myself?" His voice 


went thick and gravelly and it sent a chill up my spine. 
"| remember that quite clearly, yes." 


His hands left my body and | felt him stand. His robe hit the floor with a soft thump and | turned to see him 


naked once more. He stepped in front of me, holding his cock in one hand. 
‘I've always loved your hair. Always found it so incredibly sexy. Loved touching it, loved smelling it, loved it 
when it would be wet with sweat after a show. | love it when the wind picks it up and it flies around your 


face." He stroked himself as he spoke. 


| leaned back on my hands and let my legs fall open, watching my beautiful partner put his show on for me. 
Soon, | had my dick in my hand, too, 


"Want me?" | asked in a raspy voice. 
"Yeah. Yeah, | fucking want you." 


"You know what to do." 


Giving myself five hard, fast tugs, | watched David go to his bag and find the lube. 


He coated my cock with it, stroking hard with a tight fist, making me grunt. David climbed into my lap, a knee 
on each side of me. He wrapped an arm around my neck, trying hard not to tug on it or squeeze too tightly. 
As soon as he lowered himself and let me fill him, David buried his face in my hair and wrapped his other arm 
around my shoulders. My hands slid around his back and | joined them by weaving my fingers together, holding 


him right in the small of his back. He rose up and down, riding my cock, while he purred and mewled in my ear. 


Oh, | remember the first time we did this, too. He felt incredible. He made all those aches and pains disappear 
and | felt twenty-five years old again. Tightening my grip around him, | thrust myself upward, driving deep 
inside of David. Now he had two handfuls of my hair and he pulled it back, forcing my head back. He met my 
open mouth in a deep kiss. David pushed his weight against my chest, making me fall onto my back When | 
gazed up at him, | swear | saw my Junior, so young and free and beautiful. His face was smooth and flawless, 
just like his chest and his flat stomach. His powerful thighs squeezed against my hips and he threw his head 


back and screamed. 


No, we aren't old. We are timeless. We are eternal. 


